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me more. He is a big German, very polite,
who is not naive. He seems to be absolutely
destitute of " gemuth" but he is full of wit.
He conquered my heart. He brought with
him a wife, who has the largest feet on the
Rhine, and a daughter who walks in her
mother's footsteps. Please tell rne what I
may read, among the beautiful things that
have been written since I have ceased to live
among the most witty people in the universe.
I would like to see you.

CCLXXXIV.

PARIS, November 8, 1865.

I WOULD have liked to go to Cannes; but
I was asked to remain for the first festivals
at Compi&gne, and the request was made
with such good grace that I could not refuse.

I returned from Biarritz in very good
health, but after three days I felt all the
rigor of a change of climate. I have been
better for a few days. I think that Com-
pi&gne will hurt me a great deal, but I shall
go to the south of France as soon as I can.

You cannot imagine the scandal of Prin-ng, who extended his hand and looked
